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Upon reefs and every second springs a hole
Through which the waters of our lives rise in a trough;
Screened, we see the future in a haze
Of images that sharpen into truth,
Foreshadowing sore experience and the frost
Of anger, till the cold cruel vision of the coining time
is focused.

This grief is a spiked plant, dabbled with dorsal fins:
Distiller of sorrow: action grown barren: war.
Scattering wide his tears the airman tends
In vegetable bombs the roots of his own grief.
He weeps wild emptiness who sheds his blood.
Hands and limbs, mechanically bound,
Lose purpose in this path like a plough in a drift,
The long choked furrow we inherit, fear.
These are the ghostly cacti beg alms from the rains
Or barb some armoured ambush for sweet wells of
God.

Still, a man in Galilee whose seas know no division
Walks the waves of anger with his love.
With his blood and with his tears treads down
Fountains of green vengeance. Bodily one with the

peal

Of bells, from the tower of his heart on the hill
Are tolling, tolling, sounds of joy throughout
All exploration's gardens, yet the blood-beaked ravens
Build foreboding nests within our minds:
Or harbour doom and prophesy his fate
And ours, who are the living embodiment of his

wounds.